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The  Scene  passes  at  the  Inn  of  Terracina,  near  Naples. 


FRA  DIAVOLO, 

OR, 

THE  INN   OF   TERRACINA. 


ACT  I. 

INTRODUCTORY  CHORUS. 

Drink  !  for,  joy  bestowing, 
Around  the  wine  is  flowing  ! 
Wine's  the  soldier's  shield 
In  the  tented  field  ; 
From  all  fear  it  guards  him, 
And  with  fame  rewards  him ! 

SOLO. 

Glory's  path  while  bravely  pursuing, 
Love  and  wine  his  toils  repay ; — 
Danger's  approach  he  smiles  as  he's  viewing,- 
Love  and  wine  can  all  his  pains  allay ! 
What,  ho  !  more  wine  !   we  must  be  gay  ! 

CHORUS. 

Drink,  &c 


SONG.— Lorenzo. 
1. 
Vainly,  alas  !  thou'dst  sooth  the  pangs  I  feel ; 
Fond  love  betray'd,  what  hope  can  restore  ? 
Death — death  alone  my  grief  may  heal ; 
Farewell ! — perhaps  for  evermore  i 


2. 

Tho'  thou  forsak'st  me,  I  still  will  faithful  prove, 
Still  on  thy  head  ev'ry  bliss  I'll  implore  : 
Hence  duty  calls  me — my  first,  my  only  love — 
Farewell !  perhaps  for  evermore ! 


CONCERTED  PIECE.— Lord  and  Lady  A. 

Give  us  help  !  they're  at  hand  ! 
We've  escaped  the  whole  band  ! 

Lorenzo,  Zerlina,  Matteo,  and  Carbineers. 
Why  this  noise  ?  what  danger  is  near  ? 

Lord. 

Signor  Brigadier.... 

Lorenzo. 

What  means  your  flight? 
What  alarms  you  thus  let  me  hear  ? 

Lord. 
I'm  almost  choak'd  with  rage ! 

'   Lady. 
And  I  am  dead  with  fright ! 

Lord. 
arest  angel !  Arabella  !  upon  your  love  recline ! 

(turning  to  Lorenzo.) 
e's  my  wife,  sir,  and  her  nerves  are  delicately  fine ! 

Lady. 
Oh !  what  a  frightful  land  for  strangers  ! 
At  every  step  assail'd  by  dangers ! 


A  daring  robber's  band, 

Plund'ring  on  every  hand, 

Now  terror  spreads  o'er  all  the  land  ! 

To  Italy,  France  or  Spain. 

I  will  never  come  again  ! 

Of  my  richly-furnish'd  cases, 

Of  my  diamonds,  pearls,  and  laces, 

Where,  alas  !  are  now  the  traces  ? 

All's  the  prey  of  a  wild  brigand  ! 

'Tis  enough,  my  lord,  to  grieve  me, 

And  my  fate  I  must  deplore ; 

Let  us  home,  and  thence,  believe  me, 

I  will  never  travel  more  ! 

Lord  and  Lady. 
No,  no,  I  will  no  longer  stay 
Where  constant  dangers  thus  arise ; 
No,  no,  no,  no,  we'll  go  away  ! 
Experience  ought  to  make  us  wise ! 

Lorenzo  and  Carbineers.      Zerlina  and  Matteo. 

The  bandit  chieftain,  as  they  say,     I  tremble,  if  they  truly  say 

Conceal'd  near  yonder  mountain     The  bandit  near  the  mountain  lies; 

lies; 
On  then,  without  delay —  Spreading  around  dismay, 

To  gain  the  sought  for  prize  !  He  every  danger  defies  ! 


DUET. — Lord  and  Lady. 

Lord. 
1. 
I  don't  object,  I  don't  object, 
To  see  you  ever  pleased  and  gay  ; 


And  while  gallants  around  you  play, 
That  you  your  husband  should  neglect, 

I  don't  object,  I  don't  object : — 
But,  'sdeath  !  to  meet  where  e'er  I  go, 
An  impudent  annoying  Beau, 
Whose  evil  motives  I  suspect — 

I  do  object,  T  do  object ! 
Oh  yes,  to  that  I  do  object. 

2. 

I  don't  object,  I  don't  object, 
To  pay  for  trinkets  without  end  ; 
Nay,  my  whole  fortune  to  expend, 
To  see  you  fashionably  deck'd — 

I  don't  object,  I  don't  object ; 
But  to  your  seeking  to  make  me 
One  of  those  husbands  whom  we  see, 
Forming  so  numerous  a  sect — 

I  do  object,  I  do  object ! 
Oh  yes,  to  that  I  do  object. 
Lady. 

3. 

I  don't  object,  I  don't  object, 

To  be  precise,  and  not  coquette  ; 
And  not  to  run  you  more  in  debt 
Than  you  in  reason  can  expect, — 

I  don't  object,  I  don't  object ! 
But  that  a  husband  should  presume 

The  tyrant  ever  to  assume, 
And  dare  to  lecture  and  correct, — 

I  do  object,  I  do  object, 
Oh  yes,  to  that  I  do  object. 


QUINTETT. 
Marquis  (aside.)  Lady  (aside.) 

Oh  !  rapture  unbounded  !  With  wonder  I'm  astounded  ! 

Indulgent  fate  new  bliss  prepares ;  To  trace  our  steps  he  boldly  dares ; 

My  hopes  are  well-founded  ;  My  doubts  are  well-founded  ; 

My  joy  her  bosom  shares.  My  beauty  his  heart  ensnares. 

Lord  (aside.)      Zerlina  and  Matteo  (aside.) 

With  wonder  I'm  astounded  !  With  wonder  they're  astounded  ! 

Upon  my  wife  see  how  he  stares;     What  joy  the  stranger's  look  de- 
clares ; 
My  fears  are  well-founded  ;  My  doubts  are  well-founded  ; 

To  brave  me  still  he  dares.  This  fair  one's  chains  he  wears. 

Matteo  ( to  Zerlina.) 
Run,  and  our  noble  guest  attend ! 

Marquis. 
There's  no  haste,  I'll  make  some  delay. 
I've  travelled  far,  so  I  intend 
Until  to-morrow  here  to  stay. 

Lord  (to  Lady.) 
There  !   there  !   you  hear  ? 
The  case  is  clear ! 
No  farther  now  he  means  to  go, 
'Tis  all  on  your  account,  I  know. 

Marquis  {aside.)  Lady  (aside.) 

Hope,  with  cheering  beam,  Who  can  thoughts  confine  ? 

Now  smiles  on  my  scheme ;  He  thinks  me  divine  ! 

While  love  and  fortune  seem,  'Tis  sure  no  fault  of  mine, 

Both  kind  also  to  prove  !  If  with  me  he's  in  love  ! 

Zerlina  (aside.) 
Yes,  from  out  his  eyes, 
Love's  flame  brightly  flies  ; 
To  hear  his  tender  sighs 
Her  heart  fain  would  he  move. 
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Together. 
hopes 
My  doubts     y  are  well  founded,  &c. 
fears 


SONG.— Zerlina. 
1. 
On  yonder  rock  reclining 

That  fierce  and  swarthy  form  behold ! 

Fast  his  hands  his  carbine  hold — 

'Tis  his  best  friend  of  old  ! 

This  way  his  steps  inclining, 

His  scarlet  plume  waves  o'er  his  brow, 

And  his  velvet  cloak  hangs  low, 

Playing  in  graceful  flow  ! 

Tremble !  E'en  while  the  storm  is  beating — 

Afar  hear  echo  repeating ; 

Diavolo !   Diavolo  !  Diavolo  ! 
2. 
Altho'  his  foes  waylaying, 

He  fights  with  rage  and  hate  combin'd, 

Towards  the  gentle  fair  they  find 

He's  ever  mild  and  kind  : 

The  maid  too  heedless  straying, 

(For  one,  we  Pietro's  daughter  know) 

Home  returns  full  sad  and  slow, 

What  can  have  made  her  so  ? 

Tremble  !     Each  one  the  maiden  meeting, 

Is  sure  to  be  repeating 

Diavolo  !  Diavolo  !   Diavolo  ! 
Marquis. 
3. 
While  thus  his  deeds  accusing, 

Let  justice,  too,  at  least  be  shown  ; 


All  that's  lost  here  let  us  own, 
May'nt  be  his  prize  alone. 
Full  oft  his  name  abusing, 
Perchance  some  young  and  rustic  Beau, 
Whilst  with  love  he  feigns  to  glow, 

At  beauty's  shrine  bows  low. 
Tremble  !     Each  sighing  lover  dread, 
For  of  him  more  truly  may  be  said 
Diavolo !  Diavolo  !   Diavolo  ! 


BARCAROLE.— Marquis. 
1. 

The  Gondolier,  fond  passion's  slave, 
Will,  for  his  love,  each  danger  brave  ! 
Winds  and  waves  both  disdain'd. 
From  his  lady's  bright  eyes, 
Be  a  glance  but  the  prize, 
It  is  still  something  gain'd  ! 

2. 
The  Gondolier,  fond  passion's  slave, 
Will,  in  his  bark,  each  danger  brave ! 
By  each  fear  unrestrain'd, 
From  the  lips  of  his  fair 
Let  a  smile  sooth  his  care, — 
It  is  still  something  gain'd ! 

{Dialogue.) 
The  Gondolier,  fond  passion's  slave, 
Will  thro'  the  storm  the  billows  brave ! 
By  fond  hope  e'er  sustained, 
If  at  last  to  his  breast, 
He  folds  her  he  loves  best, 
It  is  still  something  gained  ! 
TRIO. 
Lord. 
Bravi !    Bravi !   Bravi ! 
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10' 


Lady. 
Is't  you,  my  lord  ? 

Lord. 
Tis  I,  you  see. 
Lady. 
Did  our  music  break  your  rest  ? 
Lord  (aside.) 
The  very  name  I  detest ! 

Lady.  Lord. 

By  music  I'm  ever  delighted  !  Together  they're  ever  united ! 

Sweet  charm  of  the  mind  !  They're  both  of  one  mind  ! 

Yet  in  music  my  husband  To  be  pleased  with  their  music 

No  pleasure  can  find ;  I'm  little  inclined  ; 

So  we're  never  together  We  can  never  be  together 

In  harmony  join'd !  In  harmony  join'd. 

Marquis. 

By  music's  sweet  power  excited, 
She's  growing  more  kind  ! 
With  my  lord  how  to  deal 
Speedy  means  I  must  find  ; 
For  his  wife  and  his  gold 
Both  are  much  to  my  mind  ! 


FINALE  TO  ACT  I. 

Lord  and  Lady. 
Hark  !  those  sounds  ! 

Marquis. 
What  means  that  warlike  strain  ? 
Beppo  and  Giacomo  (to  Marquis.) 
A  brigadier,  with  armed  force, 
On  towards  this  spot  directs  his  course  ! 
Let  us  fly ! 

Marquis. 
Never!  cowards!  remain! 
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Beppo. 
I  quake  with  fear ! 

Marquis. 
What  is't  ye  dread !  am  I  not  here  I 
Chorus. 
Victoria  !   Victoria  !   Rejoice  ! 
Joy  now  reign  around  ! 
Raise  the  grateful  voice  ! 

They }  .       '. 

>  come  with  victory  crown  d. 

Zerlina  (to  Lorenzo.) 
Again  I  greet  my  friend ! 

Lord  and  Lady  (to  Lorenzo.) 
Our  anxious  torments  end ! 

Lorenzo. 
In  deep  silence  proceeding, 
The  daring  band  we  track'd  ; 
And  their  retreat  impeding, 
We  their  number  attack'd, 

Marquis  (aside.) 
And  I  was  away  ! 

Lorenzo. 
With  fury,  first,  at  bay, 
Brave  and  dauntless  they  stood ; 
But  ere  long,  twenty  lay 
Expiring  in  their  blood. 

Marquis  (aside.) 
Oh  revenge ! 

Lorenzo. 
Soon  the  rest  from  us  fly, 
In  fear  and  wild  defeat ; 
While  thus  our  joyous  cry 
Echoes  around  repeat : 
Victoria ! 
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Chorus. 

Victoria !    Rejoice ! 

Joy  now  reign  around ! 

Raise  the  grateful  voice  ! 

They  } 

>  come  with  victory  crown'd  I 

(Dialogue.) 
Lorenzo. 

Let's  on  !  to  conquest,  friends,  again . 

Marquis. 
They  depart :  we  safe  remain. 

Lorenzo  and  Zerlina. 
Farewell ! 
Lorenzo  and  Zerlina.  Lord  and  Lady. 

Hope  in  my  heart  once  more  is     May  kind  fate  propitious  smiling, 
smiling, 

Past  ills  Fortune  will  soon  repay  !     Guide  him  safely  on  his  way. 

Marquis,  Beppo,  and  Giacomo.         Chorus. 

Let  revenge  upon  us  smiling,  Hope    once    more    upon    them 

smiling, 
On  to  vengeance  point  the  way.        Every  evil  will  repay  ! 

Lorenzo  and  Zerlina. 

Love,  each  care  now  beguiling, 
Around  us  will  play  ! 

Marquis. 

Ere  the  dawning  of  day, 
Their  precautions  beguiling, 
We'll  make  them  our  prey  ! 
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Zerlina,  Lorenzo,  and  Chorus.     Lord  and  Lady. 

Let  each  heart  rejoice !  We  may  now  rejoice  ! 

Pleasure  reign  around  !  All  we  lost  is  found  ! 

Raise  the  grateful  voice  !  Raise  the  grateful  voice  ! 

They'll  7    come  with  victory 
We'll     J        crown'd ! 


They'll  come  with  victory  crown'd 

Victoria  !  Victoria  !  Victoria  !  Victoria  ! 

Still  let  that  cry  aloud  resound  !       Still  let  that  cry  aloud  resound  ! 

Marquis,  Beppo,  and  Giacomo  (aside.) 

Though  they  now  rejoice, 
In  our  toils  they're  bound ! 
Never  shall  their  voice 
Again  with  victory  sound ! 
Victoria !  Victoria ! 
Our  band  shall  all  their  hopes  confound ! 


end  of  act  i. 
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ACT  II 

SONG.— Zerlina. 

Oh !  hour  of  joy  ! — from  restraint  I  now  am  free  ; 
One  moment's  mine,  and  I  yield  it,  dearest,  to  thee! 
How  much  I  love  I've  not  e'en  time  to  own, 
Lest  I  forget,  I  repeat  it  when  alone. 
Yes,  I  love  with  heart  sincere, 
And  thy  image,  Lorenzo,  dear ! 

Is  graved  for  ever  here  ! 
Oh,  hour  of  joy  ! — from  restraint  I  now  am  free  ! 
One  moment's  mine,  and  I  yield  it,  dearest,  to  thee ! 


TRIO. — Lord,  Lady,  and  Zerlina. 

Lord. 
Let  us,  I  pray, 
Good  wife,  to  rest ; 
I  have  long'd  for  my  sleep  all  the  day ! 
Of  all  his  comforts,  'tis  confest, 
A  husband  finds  good  sleep  the  best. 

Lady  (displeased.) 
What,  my  Lord ! — so  soon  to  rest  ? 
Your  repose  somewhat  longer  delay ! 
The  time  was,  I  can  well  attest, 
You  were  much  less  inclin'd  to  rest ! 

Zerlina  (aside,) 
This  good  milord  loves  well  his  rest ! 

Lord  {aside.)  Lady  {aside.) 

But  one  year  in  wedlock  join'd,  But  one  year  in  wedlock  join'd, 

And  no  longer  to  agree  !  And  thus  rude  he  dares  to  be  ! 

Once  so  mild,  so  soft,  so  kind, —  Once  all  fondness,  now  unkind,— 

Who  such  a  change  could  e'er  Who  such  a  change  could  e'er 
foresee  P  foresee  ? 
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Zerlina  (aside,) 
But  one  year  in  wedlock  join'd, 
And  yet  thus  to  disagree  ; 
When  my  fate  Hymen  shall  bind, 
With  us  the  same  it  ne'er  shall  be. 

Lord. 
The  hour  is  late :  new  dangers  dreading, 
We  must  depart  at  break  of  day. 

Lady. 
No,  no,  my  lord  :  Zerlina's  wedding 
To  witness  I  intend  to  stay, 

Zerlina. 
My  heart  with  gratitude's  imprest ! 

Lady. 
My  friendship  further  still  I'll  shew, 
Treasure  my  words  within  your  breast ; 
What  husbands  are  I'll  let  you  know : 
My  dear,  all  husbands  you  must  know — 

Lord,  ( inter rupting  her.) 
Let  us,  I  pray,  good  wife,  to  rest,  &c. 

Zerlina. 
Aught  else  does  my  lord  now  demand? 

Lord. 
No;  so  good  night,  my  pretty  maid. 

Lady. 
You  must  wait,  and  give  me  your  aid. 

Zerlina. 
I'm  at  your  ladyship's  command  : 

Lord. 
Eh? — what's  become,  my  dear,  I  pray, 
Of  the  gold  locket  which  every  day 
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I  used  to  see  hanging  at  your  side, 

By  a  black  ribbon  always  tied? 

Lady. 
What,  the  picture  ? 

Lord. 
Yes  ;  it  is  not  there. 

Lady. 
Tis  somewhere  else : 

Lord. 
Well,  but  where  ? 

Lady. 
Let  us,  I  pray, 

My  good  lord  to  rest ! 

You've  long'd  for  your  sleep  all  the  day  ! 

Of  all  his  comforts,  'tis  confest, 

A  husband  finds  good  sleep  the  best. 

Lord  {aside.)  Lady  (aside.) 

But  one  year  in  wedlock  join'd,        But  one  year  in  wedlock  join'd, 

And  no  longer  to  agree  !  And  thus  rude  he  dares  to  be  ! 

Once  so  mild,  so  soft,  so  kind, —      Once  all  fondness,  now  unkind, — 

Who  such  a  change  could  e'er     Who  such   a  change  could  e'er 
foresee  ?  foresee  ? 

Zerlina  (aside.) 
But  one  year  in  wedlock  joined, 
And  yet  thus  to  disagree! 
When  my  fate  Hymen  shall  bind, 
With  us  the  same  it  ne'er  shall  be ! 


SERENADE.— Marquis. 

1. 

Young  Agnes — beauteous  flower, 

Sweet  as  blooming  May ! 
One  evening  from  her  tower, 
Thus  pour'd  her  tender  lay  : 
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"  The  night  now  hath  spread  its  shade, 
And  'twill  hide  thee  from  all ; 
Then  haste  to  thy  faithful  maid, 
Darkness,  veils  bower  and  hall. 
Oh,  haste  beneath  her  tower, 
Dost  thou  not  hear  love's  call  ? 
2 

"  The  silent  hour  invites  thee, 
No  star  sheds  its  ray ; 
No  danger  love  affrights  thee, 
Wherefore  then  dost  thou  stay. 
When  sunbeams  illume  the  sky, 
Guardians  then  may  appal ; 
But  now  clos'd  is  every  eye  ; 
Let  thy  steps  gently  fall  : 
The  silent  hour  invites  thee, 
Dost  thou  not  hear  love's  call?" 


CAVATINA  AND  CONCERTED  PIECE. 

Zerlina,  Marquis,  Beppo,  Giacomo,  Lorenzo,  and 
Chorus. 

Zerlina. 
'Tis  to-morrow — yes,  to-morrow, 
That  makes  me  a  happy  wife ; 
Thus  ending  ev'ry  sorrow, 
I  shall  now  be  blest  for  life  ! 
We  shall,  I'm  sure,  ne'er  disagree, 
Nor  resemble  the  great  in  our  love  ; 
For  dear  Lorenzo  kind  will  be, 
And  jealous  he'll  never,  never  prove. 
Ah !  (squeezing  her  finger)  carefully  and  slow — 
Deuce  take  the  pin !  C 
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Beppo. 
How  pretty  she  looks  so  ! 
Well,  I'm  not  speaking !  I  but  look  ! 

Marquis. 

Begone ! 
Tis  my  place  here  to  see  what's  going  on. 

Zerlina. 
My  Lorenzo's  heart  I  know ; 

In  his  wife  he'll  e'er  confide. 

Oh  !  how  I  wish  the  knot  were  tied  ! 

Haste,  to-morrow  ! — haste,  to-morrow, 

And  make  me  a  happy  wife  ; 

Thus  ending  ev'ry  sorrow, 

Let  me  now  be  blest  for  life  ! 

What  though  my  figure  all  the  grace 

Of  my  Lady's,  may  not  display  ; 

Yet  Lorenzo,  tho'  such  be  the  case, 

Is  not  to  be  pitied  I  must  say. 

For  a  servant — there's  no  denying, 

Here's  a  shape  that's  not  much  amiss  ; 

There's  no  cause,  I  fancy,  for  sighing, 

When  one  boasts  such  a  figure  as  this ! 

I  am  sure  there  are  some  more  amiss. 

Marquis,  Beppo,  and  Giacomo. 
Ha!  ha! 

Zerlina. 
I'm  sure — a  laugh  I  heard  ! 
Was't  from  the  chamber  of  my  lord ! 
No  ;  awake  he  could  not  keep  : 
I  hear  no  noise — he's  fast  asleep ! 
To-morrow,  ending  every  sorrow, 
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Makes  me  blest  for  life ! 
But  now  I  must  to  rest. 

Marquis,  Beppo,  and  Giacomo. 
Heav'n  be  prais'd ! 
Zerlina. 
My  nightly  pray'r  be  first  addrest : 
"  Oh !  Holy  Virgin,  whom  I  adore, 
Lorenzo's  fate  and  mine  watch  o'er !: 
Good  night,  Lorenzo  dear  ! 
Our  bliss  now  is  near  ! 
Oh !  Holy  Virgin,  whom  I  adore, 
Lorenzo's  fate  and  mine  watch  o — 
Marquis,  Beppo,  and  Giacomo. 
Silence  befriending, 
To  aid  us  conspires  ; 
Prudence  attending, 
Vengeance  inspires ! 

Giacomo. 
She's  asleep — 
Beppo. 
And  now  for  my  lord ; 

Marquis. 
Should  he  wake? 
Giacomo. 
To  make  him  dumb  I  undertake  ! 
Together. 
Prudence  attending, 
His  death  requires  ; 
Silence  befriending, 
To  aid  us  conspires ! 
Giacomo. 
Come  on ! — 
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Beppo. 
Hold  ! — what  if  yonder  maid, 
By  the  noise  we  make  alarm'd, 
Should  raise  the  household  to  her  aid  ? 
Marquis. 
With  Beppo's  prudence  I  am  charm'd ! 
Giacomo. 
How  act,  then? 

Beppo. 
Let's  begin  by  her  ! 
Giacomo. 

Ls't  agreed  ? 

Marquis. 

Nay,  that  were  pity. 

Beppo. 

Wond'rous  indeed ! 

Our  captain  then  at  last  grows  tender  and  repenting. 

Marquis. 
I,  dog?     Dar'st  think  I  recede? 
Here — strike  !  away  all  weak  relenting. 
Together. 
Prudence  attending, 
Her  death  requires  ; 
Darkness  befriending, 
To  aid  us  conspires. 
Zerlina. 
Oh!  holy  Virgin,  whom  I  adore, 
Lorenzo's  fate  and  mine  watch  o'er ! 
Giacomo. 
Do  not  pause ! — Strike ! 

Marquis. 
Go  on !     Delay  no  more ! 
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Marquis,  Beppo,  and  Giacomo. 
They  knock  without !     'Tis  at  the  entrance  gate  ; 

Means  then  Fate  our  hopes  to  blight. 

Zerlina. 
What,  so  soon  be  awaked  ?  who's  knocking  at  that 
rate, 

In  the  midst  of  the  night  ? 

Chorus  of  Carbiniers  without. 
Awake,  awake,  good  people,  pray ! 
We  all  are  honest  cavaliers ; 
Arise,  for  soon  it  will  be  day  ; 
Rise,  and  let  in  the  Carbiniers ! 
Beppo. 
Eh  !  Carbiniers?     Captain,  did  you  hear? 

Marquis. 
Are  you  then  afraid  ? 

Beppo. 
Again,  what  brings  them  here  ? 

Lorenzo. 
Zerlina  !  Zerlina ! — descend! 

Dost  thou  not  hear  ? — 'Tis  the  voice  of  thy  friend ! 

Zerlina. 
'Tis  Lorenzo  ! 

Marquis,  Beppo,  and  Giacomo. 
Prudence  attending, 

Our  hearts  inspire ! 

Darkness  befriending 

Bids  us  now  retire ! 


FINALE  TO  ACT  II. 

Marquis,  Lord,  Lorenzo,  Beppo,  Giacomo,  Zerlina, 

Lady. 

Lord. 
Would  it  not  be  as  well,  Signor  Brigadier, 

If  any  one's  in  there  to  ascertain? 
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Lorenzo  (rising.) 

We  can  look. 

Lord. 
Yes,  do  look. 

Beppo. 

Our  time  is  come ! 
Marquis. 

No  fear ! 

Leave  all  to  me,  while  ye  concealed  remain. 

Lorenzo  and  Lord. 

Amazement ! 

Marquis. 
Silence,  pray ! 

Lord. 
Tis  the  Marquis  once  more ! 

Lorenzo  ( to  the  Marquis  haughtily,) 

We  have  met,  1  believe,  already  once  before. 

Marquis. 
Last  night. 

Lorenzo. 
At  this  hour  wherefore  here  ? 

Marquis. 

Not  so  high ! 

I've  reason  good  to  hide  me  thus  from  ev'ry  eye. 

Lorenzo. 
What  reason  ? 

Marquis. 

Nay,  I  can't  explain  thus  before  two  ; — 

Say  it  were,  for  example — a  tender  rendez-vous? 

Lorenzo  and  Lord. 
Great  heaven ! 

Marquis. 

Well  then,  yes — I'll  confess  it  entre-nous — 

But  be  discreet — it  ivas  a  rendez-vous. 
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Lorenzo  and  Lord  {aside.) 
Horrid  doubts  thro'  me  gliding, 
My  tortur'd  soul  oppress ; 
Yet  my  fears  longer  hiding, 
All  emotion  I'll  suppress  ! 

Marquis  {aside.)     Beppo  and  Giarcomo  {aside.) 

Their  agony  deriding,  My  fears  are  fast  subsiding ; 

My  joy  I  can't  repress  !  Once  more  we  may  escape,  I  guess 

Both  their  hearts  now  dividing,  In  his  skill  while  confiding, 

Dark  fears  and  doubts  possess  !  We  are  sure  of  success  ! 

Lord. 
At  least,  sir,  may  one  know,  without  offence  or  strife, 
To  whom  you  come  here  at  night  ? 

Lorenzo. 
Is  it  to  Zerlina  ? 

Lord. 
Is  it,  sir,  to  my  wife  1 
Marquis. 
Excuse  me  ;  thus  to  question  me  you've  no  right ; 
Secrets  like  these  I  to  reveal  am  loth. 

Lorenzo  and  Lord. 
Say  to  which  of  the  two. 

Marquis. 
What  if  I  came  to  both  ? 
Lorenzo  and  Lord. 
The  base  doubts  your  vile  words  would  convey, 
Shall  here  be  full  explain'd  without  evasion  or  delay. 

Marquis. 
O'er  all  my  foes,  at  last,  revenge  will  be  my  own ! 
As  for  you,  noble  lord  !  believe  me  silence  were  best ; 
Your  lady's  charms,  I  own,  my  heart  has  long  confest, 
And  this  endearing  pledge  by  which  her  love  is  shewn. 
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Lord. 

Fire  and  death  !  we  shall  meet ! 

Marquis. 

Whenever  you  please — so  be 't. 

(taking  Lorenzo  aside.) 

'Twas  my  wish  that  your  shame  to  yon  Lord  should 

be  unknown ; 

But  you  insist  ? 

Lorenzo. 

I  do. 

Marquis. 

I  was  there,- — and  I  came  to  Zerlina. 

Lorenzo. 
Zerlina ! 

Marquis. 

You  conceive,  I  suppose? 

Lorenzo. 

To  be  betrayed !  by  her  !  and  shall  I  bear  my  shame? 

No! 

Marquis. 

Hold !  dare  not  to  think  you  may  her  fame  expose. 

Lorenzo. 
You  her  guilt  defend  ? 

Marquis. 
Yes  ;    and  will  your  rage  oppose. 

Lorenzo. 
When  the  great  dare  the  heart  of  a  soldier  to  rive — 
If  brave  they  be — 

Marquis. 

Enough !  I  am  yours  !  —  alone, — seven  the  hour, — 

Beneath  the  rocks — 

Lorenzo. 

Tis  well. 
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Marquis  (aside.) 

He'll  ne'er  return  alive  ! 
Let  but  my  friends  hold  him  once  in  their  pow'r, 
To  revenge  their  companions  their  swords  will  con- 
trive ! 
Lorenzo  (aside.)  Lord  (aside.) 

Bitter  hour  ! — horrid  thought !  Bitter  hour  ! — horrid  thought ! 

I  have  lost  ev'ry  joy  !  I  have  lost  every  joy  ! 

When  with  woe  life  is  fraught,  Thus  to  shame  by  her  brought ! 

What  remains  but  to  die !  From  my  rage  let  her  fly  ! 


Marquis  (aside.)         Beppo  and  Giacomo  (aside.) 

Happy  hour  ! — pleasing  thought !     Happy  hour  ! — pleasing  thought ! 
I  each  fear  may  defy  !  We  each  fear  may  defy  ! 

In  my  toils  he  is  caught,  In  the  toils  they  are  caught, 

My  revenge  now  is  nigh  !  Our  revenge  now  is  nigh  ! 

Lady. 

What  dreadful  noise  pervades  the  place  ? 

To  sooth  my  fears  you've  little  car'd — 

Zerlina. 

My  dear  Lorenzo  !  all's  prepar'd  : 

Why  what  means  that  lowering  face  ? 

Lorenzo  and  Lord  (aside.) 

Base  deceiver ! 

Lady. 

Dear  lord,  I  pray — 

Lord. 
Touch  me  not.  We  must  part  before  another  day. 

Lady. 
Part  my  lord ! 

Lord. 

I'm  resolved. 

Zerlina. 

Dear,  Lorenzo  !   O  say — 

D 
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Lorenzo. 

Away,  deceiver!    away. 
Zerlina  and  Lady. 
What  mystery  is  this  ?  what  fears  my  heart  o'ercome  1 

Lorenzo. 
Your  falsehood  to  conceal,  I  consent  to  be  dumb. 

Zerlina. 
Can  it  be ! 

Lorenzo. 

But  begone ! 

Zerlina. 
Dear  Lorenzo ! 

Lorenzo. 

No  more. 
Zerkina. 
Hear  me  yet ! 

Lorenzo. 

'Tis  in  vain  !    all  your  vows  I  restore. 
(Apart  to  the  Marquis.) 
At  seven, — beneath  the  rocks — 

Marqui  s. 
Be  sure  I  will  not  fail ! 
Zerlina. 
My  fears  prevail ! 

Lord  (to  Lady.) 
Tears  won't  avail ! 

Lady  (aside.) 
Anger  and  grief  my  heart  assail ! 
Zerlina  and  Lorenzo. 
Bitter  hour !  horrid  thought ! 
I  have  lost  ev'ry  joy  ! 
Since  with  woe  life  is  fraught, 
What  remains  but  to  die  ! 
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Lord  (aside.) 


Lady  (aside.) 


-horrid  thought ! 


Bitter  hour  !- 

I  have  lost  ev'ry  joy  ! 

Thus  to  shame  by  her  brought ! 

From  my  rage  let  her  fly  ! 


Bitter  hour  ! — horrid  thought ! 
I  have  lost  ev'ry  joy  ! 
Who  all  this  can  have  wrought  ! 
From  my  rage  let  him  fly  ! 


Marquis,  Beppo,  and  Giacomo  (aside.) 
Happy  hour !   pleasing  thought ! 

w  >  each  fear  may  defy! 

In  our  toils  they  are  caught ; 

q  J   >  revenge  now  is  nigh  ! 


END  of  ACT  II. 
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ACT  III. 

RECITATIVE.— Fra  Diavolo. 
My  companions  are  warn'd,  and  our  plans  fitly  laid 
My  just  revenge  full  soon  to  aid  ; 
Each  wish'd  for  joy  thus  to  share, 
What  station  with  mine  can  compare ! 

MARTIAL  AIR. 

Proudly  and  wide  my  standard  flies, 

O'er  daring  hearts  a  noble  band ; 

All  own  my  sway,  whilst  for  supplies 

Each  traveller's  wealth  I  freely  command  ; 

My  will  is  law  which  none  gainsay ; 

Whate'er  I  may  ordain 

In  silent  awe  they  must  obey  : 

O'er  all  a  king  I  reign. 

Proudly  and  wide,  &c. 
Now  a  banker  I  stop — your  gold!  your  gold!  your 

gold ! 
And  now  a  lord  is  brought — your  gold  !   your  gold  ! 

your  gold ! 
A  lawyer  next  is  caught — let  justice  be  done  : 
Restore  your  plunder,  even  threefold. 

Now  a  pilgrim  before  me's  led : 

"  I  have  no  gold,  I  have  no  bread." 

"  Here  are  both  for  you,  friend, 

Peace  your  footsteps  attend." 

Then  a  poor  and  simple  maid  appears ; 

See  how  she's  shaking  with  her  fears  ! 
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"O  dear,  have  mercy  !  your  pity  pray  shew, 

Oh!  oh!  ah!   oh! 
Here's  all  I  have,  spare  my  life,  let  me  go  ; 

Oh!  oh!  ah!  oh! 
Mercy  ;  Mr.  Robber  be  mild, 
I'm,  alas,  but  a  poor  young  child." 

CAVATINA. 

We  never  aught  demand  from  the  fair, 
All  due  regard  to  them  we  shew  ; 
Tho'  we  gratefully  accept  whate'er 
Their  tender  hearts  deign  to  bestow. 
Ah !  what  delights  abound  on  every  hand  ! 
Who  leads  a  life  like  to  the  bold  brigand  ? 
Yet,  yet,  swift  runs  of  time  the  sand. 

RONDEAU. 

Then  since  life  glides  so  fast  away, 

Let's  enjoy  it  while  yet  we  may; 

For  fate,  so  kind  to  day, 

Perhaps,  to-morrow,  may  betray ! 

As  new  dangers  our  steps  surround, 

Every  moment  may  be  our  last. 

Then,  with  new  pleasures  crown'd, 

Be  every  moment  gaily  past ! 

Oh  what  joys  divine 

Does  the  brigand's  station  combine ; 

E'er  gay  and  at  ease, 

Just  like  a  king  I  do  as  I  please. 

I  plunder,  rob,  take  people's  lives, 

Bear  off  both  husbands  and  their  wives  : 

And  oft  their  hearts  to  beat  I've  made, 
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The  last  with  love,  the  first  with  dread. 
One  trembling  bows,  with  hat  in  hand, 
The  other  smiles,  and  says  "  dear,  sweet 

brigand!" 
Then  since  life,  &c. 


CHORUS  AND  CONCERTED  PIECE. 

Villagers,  Peasants,  etc. 

Chorus. 
Hail,  blessed  morning! 
Nature  adorning ! 
Tis  Easter-day ! 
Let's  sing  and  play ! 
This  joyful  day, 
Be  grateful  and  gay  ! 
Giacomo. 
Loiterer,  come !  see  how  you  creep  ! 

Beppo. 
Good  friend,  our  haste  abating, 
Let's  take  an  hour's  more  sleep ! 

Giacomo. 
What  if  the  Captain's  waiting  ? 
What  will  he  say  ? 

Why — here's  all  the  village,  I  declare ! 
Beppo. 
To  be  sure ;  tis  Easter-day ;  yet  for  all  that  see  there ! 
Not  e'en  a  single  branch  upon  your  head  you  wear ! 
Do  you  want,  man,  to  bring  us  ill-luck  ? 

Giacomo. 
The  saints  forefend !  [jscend ! 

Pious  Giacomo's  holy  zeal  is  well  known  to  tran- 
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Chorus. 
Hail  blessed  morning  ! 


Nature  adorning ! 

Tis  Easter-day  ! 

Let's  sing  and  play ! 

Let  youth  and  maiden, 

Of  ;* in  unladen, 

Now  deck'd  be  seen, 

With  boughs  of  green  ! 

This  joyful  day 

Be  grateful  and  gay ! 

Matteo. 

My  son  !    the  heavens  smile  as  tho'  your  happiness 
befriending, 

But  ere  you  kneel  to  love — e'en  here  no  wlowlybending; 
Let  us  incline, 

At  our  Lady's  shrine, 
In  humble  praise  our  grateful  voices  blending. 
General  Chorus. 
Oh  !  Holy  Virgin,  bright  and  fair, 
Thy  sainted  favour  ever  shew, 
Oh  !  make  us  worthy  of  thy  care, 
And  on  our  heads  thy  grace  bestow. 

Matteo. 
May  thy  goodness  more  and  more, 
Bless  my  child  each  coming  day. 
Chorus  of  Youths. 
Give  us  wealth,  we  implore. 

Chorus  of  Maidens. 

Give  us  husbands,  we  pray. 

Together. 
Oh  s   Holy  Virgin,  &c. 
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SONG. — Lorenzo. 
1. 
"I  am  thine," — "  I  am  thine/'  she  oft  would  say, 

"  For  ever  thine  ; 
"  Others'  love  may  fade  away, 

"  But  never  mine." 
Yet  now  she  leaves  my  heart  to  grieve, 

And  break  with  woe; 
I  scarce  her  falsehood  can  believe, — 

I  loved  her  so  ! 
2. 
But  love  farewell,  I'll  now  for  ever, 

The  false  one  fly ; 
Her  image  from  my  heart  I'll  tear, 

Then  silent  die. 
I'll  no  longer  her  falsehood  regret, 

Yet  where'er  I  go, 
I  fear  I  never  can  forget : — 

I  loved  her  so ! 


CONCERTED  FINALE. 

Chorus  of  Carbiniers. 
Come,  captain,  let's  no  longer  stay, 

The  hour  is  come,  we  must  begone  ; 

Our  duty  calls  us  hence  away, 

To  gain  fresh  laurels  let  us  on. 

Matteo. 
What,  so  soon  to  duty  again  ? 

Carbiniers. 
Long  the  sun  has  lit  up  the  sky, 

Seven  o'clock  will  shortly  strike. 
Lorenzo. 
Seven !  the  hour  so  nigh  ? 

Let's  away  ; 
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Observe,  when  yonder  rocks  we  gain, 
Half  an  hour  my  coming  wait ; 
If  to  return  'tis  not  my  fate, 

In  my  place  then  command ;  guide  the  men  to  their 
prey. 

Matteo. 
Alone !  Among  the  rocks  ? 

Lorenzo. 
Honor's  call  I  obey. 

Beppo. 
It  is  to  death  he  hastens  on. 

Giacomo. 
He  goes  at  last  and  goes  alone. 

Zerlina. 
Shall  I  then  let  him  thus  begone  ? 
No !  no ! 

Together. 
Chorus  of  Villagers.         Chorus  of  Carbineers. 

Tis  Hymen  calls ;  no  longer  stay,  Come  captain !  let's  no  longer  stay, 

The  hour  is  come,  we  mustbegone ;  The  hour  is  come,  we  must  begone ; 

While  pipe  and  tabor  gaily  play,  Our  duty  calls  us  hence  away, 

To  mirth  and  pleasure  let  us  on.  To  gain  fresh  laurels  let  us  on. 

Matteo. 
My  children,  be  ye  blest ;    thus  link'd  in   virtuous 

chains  ; 
Within  this  hour  her  vows  thou  wilt  receive. 

Zerlina. 
All  then,  alas  !  is  lost ; — no  hope  remains  ; 
Oh  !  Lorenzo  ! — my  tortured  heart  relieve  ! 
What  have  I  done  ? 
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Lorenzo.  * 

Deceiver. 

Zerlina. 

Explain. 

Lorenzo. 

False  betray'r ! 

Remember  him  I  saw  concealed  with  guilty  care 

Last  night  within  your  room  ! 

Zerlina. 

What  words  are  these  ? 

With  surprise  and  with  horror  my  heart  seems  to 

freeze ! 

Beppo. 

Will  they  go? 

GlACOMO. 

Shortly  now — 

Zerlina. 

What  hellish  plot  is  this  ? 

Beppo. 

What  ho  !     More  wine ! 

I  say,  see  there !     Tis  that  same  pretty  she, 

Whom  so  long  at  her  toilet  last  night  we  chanced  to  see. 

GlACOMO. 

And  who  with  herself  so  pleased  seem'd  to  be. 

You  remember  yet ! 

Beppo. 

Yes;  and  shall  ne'er  forget. 

"  For  a  servant  there's  no  denying, 

Here's  a  shape  that's  not  much  amiss !" 

GlACOMO. 

There's  no  cause,  I  fancy,  for  sighing, 
When  one  boasts  such  a  figure  as  this ! 
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Together. 

I'm  sure  there  are  some  more  amiss ! 

Ha!  Ha!  Ha! 

Zerlina. 

Those  words!  what  said  they?  what  horrible  plot  is  this? 

Together. 
Chorus  of  Villagers.  Chorus  of  Carbineers. 

Come,  Hymen  calls,  &c.  Come,  Captain,  &c. 

Zerlina. 
In  mercy,  stop  ! — one  moment  stay  ! 
Hear  me !  oh,  hear ! 
All. 
What  would  she  say  ? 
{Dialogue.) 
All. 
Surprise ! 

Lorenzo. 

Seize  them  both  without  more  delay. 

Carbineers  and  Villagers. 

The  captain's  order  we  all  obey; 

Yes,  seize  them  both  without  delay. 

Lorenzo. 

Should  these  the  bandits  be  whose  pursuit  brought 

us  here ; 
Say,  you  who  know  their  chief  and  have  sworn  our 

guide  to  be, 
Behold  these  men,  and  speak  devoid  of  fear, 
Is  he  one  of  these  ? 

Guide. 
No! 
Beppo  and  Giacomo  {aside) 
Again  we  may  breathe  free  ! 
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Lorenzo. 
Their  looks  suspicious  still  appear. 
Matteo. 
These  weapons  see ! 
And  this  paper  also — of  some  ill  plot —  the  key. 
(Dialogue.) 

FINALE. — Continued. 
All. 
Can  it  be  ? 

Lady. 
It  is  a  plot  against  us  two ! 
What's  the  meaning  of  this  ? 
Lorenzo. 
We  shall  find  out : 
Lord. 
I  tremble  for  you. 
Lady. 
For  yourself. 

Lord. 
For  you  and  me. 
Let  then  Love — 
Lady. 
Or  else  fear  our  peace-makers  be. 
Lorenzo. 
Quick,  my  commands  obey ;  as  I've  said,  place  them 

all: 
You  to  the  Hermitage  ascend  with  him;  if  he  rebel, 
Beneath  your  sword  that  instant  let  him  fall. 
For  you,  my  friends,  now  hide  ye  well 
Behind  those  trees,  until  our  prey  shall  come. 
And  you,  take  your  station  there — there  ! 
And  if  to  play  us  false  by  word  or  sign,  you  dare- 
Remember,  that  I'm  at  hand.     You  conceive  ? 
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Beppo. 
But  too  well. 

Lorenzo. 
Be  dumb  ! 
Chorus. 
Blest  pow'rs  that  still  the  good  protect, 
Oh,  grant  us  now  your  aid  ! 
Zerlina. 
Does  some  one  come  ? 
Lorenzo. 

No  ;  not  as  yet. 
Beppo. 
May  he  shun  the  snare  for  him  laid ! 
Chorus. 
Blest  pow'rs,  &c. 
Matteo. 
Some  one's  now  upon  the  hill. 

Lorenzo. 
All  keep  back,  and  be  still. 
Diavolo. 
Beppo ! 
Lorenzo. 
Dare  not  to  stir. 
Diavolo. 
Is  there  a  free  access  ? 
And  in  safety  may  I  advance  ? 
Lorenzo. 
Answer — Yes ! 
Beppo. 
Yes! 
Lorenzo. 
Louder  still. 
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Beppo. 
Yes,  yes,  all  is  right. 

DlAVOLO. 

Pleasure  invites  to  fresh  delight, 

And  fortune  my  steps  will  gaily  speed ! 

Beppo. 

Pretty  fortune,  indeed! 

Guide. 

Tis  Diavolo ! 

Lorenzo. 
Can  it  be  ? 
Guide. 

My  oath  I'll  take. 
Lord. 
It  is  the  Marquis ! 
Lady. 
Oh  !  fatal  mistake ! 
This  great  Signior — 
Lord. 
This  noble  lover ! 
Was  but  a  robber  you  now  discover ! 
Diavolo. 
Friend  Beppo,  see!  fate  has  blest  me  all  my  life- 
My  lord  at  last, 
And  his  gold,  and  his  wife — 
All  are  mine. 
Lorenzo. 
Not  so  fast! 
Chorus. 
Victoria!  Victoria!  Victoria! 
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QUINTETT. 

Zerlina,  Lorenzo,  Lord,  Lady  &  Matteo. 
With  gratitude  now  blended, 
Let  joy  in  ev'ry  bosom  reign  ; 
Happiness  and  peace  again 
Now  may  our  hopes  obtain ! 
The  furious  storm  once  ended, 
The  sailor's  song  will  cheerful  flow ; 
Thus  our  hearts  new  joy  will  know, 
When  rid  of  this  dread  foe  ! 
And  fearless,  each  hind  in  his  lone  retreat 
This  dreadful  name  may  now  repeat — 
Diavolo!  Diavolo! 
Chorus. 
Diavolo  ! 
Victoria!  Victoria!  Victoria! 
With  heart  and  voice, 
Loud  rejoice! 


the  end. 


N.B.  All  the  Songs  and  Music  in  this  Opera,  may 
be  had  of  S.Chappell,  Music-Seller  to  their 
Majesties,  No.  50,  New  Bond  Street. 
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